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For the thousandth time, I fek my b/rcien? lifted ;n
Master's presence. When we had finished cur oar-v lunch,
he suggested that I return to the ParthL
"Does -your friend, Romesh Chandra Duti. still live in
your boardinghouse?"
"Yes, sir."
4*Ge.t in touch with him: the Lord \\I!1 inspire bin: to
help you with the examinations/'
"Very well, sir; but Romesh ;s unusually busy. He is
the honour man in our class, and carries a heavfer course
than the others."
Master waved aside my objections. "Romesh will find
time for you. Now go."
I bicycled back to the Panfhi. The first person I met in
the boardinghouse compound was the scholarly Romesh.
As though his days were quite free, he obligingly agreed
to my diffident request.
"Of course! I am at your service.** He spent many
hours of that day and of each of the next few days in
coaching me in my various subjects,
"I believe that many questions in the English literature
examination will concern the route taken by Childe
Harold," he told me. "We must get an atlas at once/*
I hastened to the home of Uncle Sarada and borrowed
an atlas. Romesh marked the European map at the places
visited by Byron's romantic traveller.
A few classmates had gathered around to listen to the
tutoring. "Romesh is advising you wrongly/* one of them
commented to me at the end of a session. "Usually only
fifty per cent of the questions are about the books; the
other half involve the authors* lives."
When I sat for the examination in English literature, my
first glance at the questions caused tears of gratitude to
pour down my cheeks, wetting my paper. The classroom
monitor came to my desk and made a sympathetic inquiry.
* Matthew 6:33 (Bible).